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F o r e w o r d
‘How many people will actually read this?’ The question is a 
pressing one for the publisher of a college literary magazine. I 
often wonder what becomes o f the stacks o f magazines that 
disappear, only to reappear propping a door open or sitting in a 
restroom. There are o f course complements and criticisms, but 
they almost always come from the expected people, friends, 
professors, and other literary people. Then, taking a step back, 
it seems to me that the most professional literary authors are 
worried about the same thing. In a fast-paced, visual culture, 
what will happen to writing? Kurt Cobain once said that he 
made music for a dedicated core o f people who really liked 
music, and did more than casually listen to it. I think the focus 
is the same for literature, and what it really is about are those 
‘expected people,’ the people who really love language and the 
sentiment it carries. It is better for a writer to mean a lot to a 
few people, or even just herself, than to be read and discarded 
by all of America.
Nick Scorza, 
Managing Editor
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LETTER HOME
My Dearest Friend,
Forgive me. You know me- 
always too busy to stay in touch. Yet 
you are often in my thoughts. Sometimes we 
don't communicate; I'm afraid you'll get 
fed up and stop loving me. I confess 
I forget, even though you've been so good.
Mea culpa. I'll improve, I promise.
But here is why I'm in a writing mood.
Would you mind sending down a few things?
Something to take away my pains. Relief, 
and more security, I want. Thinking 
of that, I need to feel the kids are safe 
always. Love to Father. Tell him I'm done 
foolin'. Looking forward to coming Home.
Sandra MacLiammoir
*This poem appeared in the Spring ’oo edition o f Grimoire in a 
different format and under the title “M y Dearest Friend”. We have 
reprinted it with the title and format the author had originally 
intended. We sincerely apologize for our mistake.
OVATION
A pensive congregation waits in awe 
(he sways towards her as we hold our breath); 
we pray we'll see the turtles mating here 
as others hurry by to see lions fed.
Protruding from beneath giant carapace, 
the might of his display has thrilled our blood.
We gauge its heft, so thick and adequate; 
sage magic may take place in all this mud.
Blindly he moves. No politics in this 
pure sex. Inevitable bulk, he mounts - 
no garters, games, no wine, just holiness.
He rises, settles on her dome, and tilts.
With ancient neck outstretched in public throes,
Love's agony anoints us, overflows.
Sandra MacLiammoir
- 7 -
Indian M other and Child  
Dave Tavani
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Derrick Martin
D o n a t i o n s
This probably happened close to midnight, close to February, last winter, 
Friday night, Saturday morning; this thing went down and I saw it happen.
It must have taken less than a minute. I was in the back of the car when we 
stopped on market, a block away from the train station. It looked really 
cold outside.
I saw this kid walk across the street, drop a quarter into the open guitar case 
of a man sitting on the comer, and walk back. I knew it was cold outside 
because, in the world beyond the car, I could see everyone’s breath, it 
glowed in the streetlight, it was made apparent. I could see the breath of 
the gentlemen who had received the quarter, who had squatted, studiously 
picking at the same seventh chord for some hours, I could see the life 
flowing in and out of him, like the fluctuations of the tide. I could see the 
breath of the kid who had given him the quarter, who had walked in front 
of the car to do it, impossible to miss, the kid whose head glowed white in 
the evening, shaved clean, as clean as the rest of the kids whom he sat with 
on the comer on the other side of the street, as clean as he might boast his 
blood to be, if you asked him, if you asked any one of them. Slogans 
painted across their jackets, in fact, removed all question of genetic purity, 
supposedly, of political ambivalences and minority sympathies, their biases 
were made clear in the harsh, nght angles of the Gothic crosses which 
littered their leathers, which made their prejudices hard to ignore.
The man playing guitar could have been anywhere from thirty to sixty years 
old, from schizophrenic to lonely, from a human being to nothing at all, all 
you had to do was not look at him, something admittedly easy to do, just as 
it is easy not to look at anybody, just as it is easy to miss everything, to miss 
that quiet, desperate look in his eyes; you could just walk right by. The kid, 
though, the boy, was just barely pulling off fifteen, wasn’t even doing that; 
he was lying; he was actually fourteen; he was actually just a child, just an 
infant, practically. He looked that way, with his head shaved; he looked like 
an infant, like an unborn fetus. He looked as sad as his street minstrel 
friend. They both looked sad.
They both looked like characters from a film to me, watching them there, 
like subjects from some Temple film student’s class documentary, an 
anthropology of contemporary urbania. They both seemed to infer a whole 
universe of apathy circling about them, acknowledging the necessity of 
apathy, apathy and gravity. Because, if we extrapolate that quarter, if we 
explore its logistical and sociological implications, if we listen to the melody
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of its joy and to the sound that it makes as it hits that case, we hear stories 
told, we see connections made.
Rewind that student-film and we find out that this kid’s name is knuckles or 
pockets or zero or a host of other thrash pseudonyms, we find that his real 
name is David, a kike name, and that he never knew who his father was, 
that his mom had lost her job when he was nine and that his mom’s 
boyfriend shot speed sometimes and occasionally broke into houses on the 
main line, the he whipped David with an extension cord sometimes, that 
David hasn’t been home in more than a month, that he was progressively 
adopted by the once thriving harem that constitutes the Philadelphia skinz, 
squatting in a building on Lombard in the upper twenties, some blocks 
away, harassing the little Italalien kids who occasionally play basketball 
there, too intimidated by the black kids who roamed in larger, more 
threatening packs.
Rewinding, zooming out, expanding our shot, we see that our guitar-playing 
friend is named Christian, and that he is a carpenter, a joiner. We see that 
Christian used to put pieces of wood together until they looked like things, 
like furniture, for example, until he started drinking again, until his wife left 
him, his wife and his girlfriend or his boyfriend, until Christian’s family, or 
what was left of his family anyway, that part that was not already 
emotionally bankrupt, tried to get him into a rehab center, because AA and 
NA and Assholes Anonymous hadn’t worked, because there were relapses 
relapses relapses. Until Christian had left the center as well, leaving him 
alone, at last, gloriously alone, leaving him exactly where he felt he deserved 
to be.
In fact, if we zoom out far enough, we can fade out David and Christian 
altogether, we can zoom out past the city of Philadelphia, past the country 
and the planet, past every racist skinhead and filthy bum in existence, but 
we cannot zoom out past the twinkle of that coin’s arc through the air, past
David’s quarter. Because, while the world may be an awful place, and 
because while I may have gotten to go home to my soft bed and warm 
apartment and sophisticated emotional support system that night while 
these hooligans were left to their sidewalk, because while poverty may still 
be common and rape and hostility and neglect and misunderstanding may 
still be prevalent and while total nuclear disarmament and peace in the 
middle east may still seem so very far away, the genuine human dignity of 
David’s quarter cannot be suppressed and its compassion cannot be 
ignored, because when the light turns green and the car I am in drives off,
accelerating these figments of my imagination into anonymity and infinity, 
into the cold, all that’s left is the heartbeat-like thump of that quarter’s cat- 
paw collision with a quarter-inch of chewed velvet, all that’s left is gratitude 
and the quiet of the angels of good intentions.
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SLEEPYTIME 
In my bed 
In my head 
I can create 
A Time Machine.
Joe Cashiola
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TO SPEAK OF THE ETERNAL
To speak of the Eternal 
So deep and so real 
Arousing the Sunday saint,
And the pious Protestant 
To put words on silence,
To be silent and still 
And fall short of grace
To converse with God 
So far-out and open 
Blessing rooftops with 
His breath, spreading 
A sunrise with his smile 
To talk with God, indeed 
To be his favorite,
Request blessings and freedom,
But play the Game of Chance 
Instead
To search for Unity 
So unattainable and yet so obvious 
Always there, always apparent,
But evading the eyes and mind 
To find your hidden reflection 
In someone else's face 
To feel alive beside others 
To find that subtle reality
To seek Release 
So final and easy 
The unlocking of gates,
A way out of pain
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To desire cessation of 
Sadness and madness 
To want the Cure 
To have your Fear removed
To forget 
To remember 
To vanish 
To exist 
In the Eternal
Dan Wagener
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Sandra MacLiammoir
T r i c k  Q u e s t i o n s
The only things good about school were the great lawn and the trees and 
the smell of the cut grass in summer as lawnmowers buzzed outside, but 
mostly I remember that it was always winter. I was at grammar school, miles 
away on the outskirts of the city, where all the teachers wore tweeds and 
had cut-glass voices that recited Shakespeare and solved equations first 
thing in the morning. I came and went on the bus. After a long, boring day 
pretending to study subjects I hated, the interminable journey home at dusk 
through drizzling rain was torture, as the bus lurched slowly along with all 
the windows steamed up, and passengers got on and off at every street 
comer. The nearer I got to home, the more I dreaded going back there, but 
the sight of Rex sitting waiting for me on the doorstep would make me 
smile. When he came joyfully rushing towards me as though I had been 
gone for weeks, I would forget my anxiety and be caught up in the gush of 
his love.
When I’d taken off my chalk-smelling school uniform and dinner was over, 
with everything cleared away and the kids at last watching television. I’d sit 
down and find Rex standing quietly next to me, looking up. I would run my 
hand over his clean, stiff fur, feeling his warmth, pressing my fingers into 
his flesh. What I liked best was inhaling his fresh, outdoor smell. He always 
smelled of fresh air. The little house did not seem to frighten and trap and 
exhaust him with the smallness of its rigors. With the wind in his nostrils 
Rex could do as he pleased. He was fearless, he was free, he was sane, he 
was sober and his eyes were wise. He seemed to understand everything. 
Sometimes he seemed sad, as if silently apologizing for the happiness of his 
comings and goings. But always his presence seemed to promise immense 
goodness and distant, sunlit hayfields.
Rex was a black-and-tan terrier who seemed to know our father was away at 
sea, and he had taken it upon himself to guard us. There were eight of us, 
including my mother. None of us ever called him up onto our beds, but 
every night he took watches over every child. I took his presence for 
granted; he was always there. I never thought about the soft warmth of his 
body as he slept next to me on the bed. I never thought, deep in the 
stillness of nights, about the sound of his claws gently tapping their way 
through the silence towards me from someone else’s room and someone 
else’s bed. I didn’t even realize that when Rex was near me I no longer felt 
afraid. He was just a part of my life. Back then, I didn’t know it was an 
important part. To me it was just one of the things that happened.
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Whatever bed he had been sleeping on, Rex would quietly get up, and 
slipping to the floor with a small thud, he would set off to continue his self- 
appointed duties on the next bed or in the next room. He had a way of 
selecting a vacant space at the foot of each bed, and of curling up without 
fuss, as if trying hard not to bother us. Then he would remain quite still in 
the darkness, apparently asleep.
He never licked our hands or faces when we were asleep; never did anything 
that would disturb us.
I could never seem to get to sleep at night, so I usually heard him coming. 
The sound of Rex’s small claws on the floor as he came and went through 
the night was the most reassuring sound I ever heard, or probably will ever 
hear. It was not a mother’s or a father’s kiss that made me feel safe, but the 
soft nocturnal scratchings of the dog.
Some people are lawless anyway, and perhaps my mother was one of them, 
but in those days, even in the middle of the city where we lived, there were 
no laws about keeping dogs on leashes. Our front door was wide open most 
of the time, so the dog came and went as he pleased. The only reason he 
wore a collar was so that nobody would take him away, thinking he was a 
stray, but there was no leash in our house.
Every neighbor who knew Rex loved him; those who didn’t know him 
feared him because he was a ferocious protector of the house. I never knew 
how much he weighed, but he seemed very heavy and had a deep, 
aggressive bark. Snatching the psychological advantage of surprise was a 
survival trick that worked every time against much larger dogs. He’d hurl 
himself bodily at them, barking horribly, and scare them right off. Many an 
inoffensive big dog staggered away from him with an embarrassed, stunned 
gait. But this bullying also worked on any human who passed the house. His 
sudden ambushes were legend in our street, and most people preferred to 
cross the street rather than negotiate his unchecked fury, but there was 
never any move on our mother’s part to curb him. I think she was secretly 
impressed with him because she herself was so timid.
I remember one formal complaint. A stranger knocked, and my mother had 
to get up off the sofa, where she was nursing a headache. Stricken-faced, 
she made her way down the hall to face the stranger. Civil, and yet 
determined, the woman said that her child had been carrying eggs home, 
and that as she had passed our house the dog had frightened her so much 
that she had dropped the lot. All broken.
“Oh God,” my mother moaned, leaning against the wall, and her animal cry 
echoed back through the dark recesses of the unmanned house. “I’m 
terrible sorry,” she murmured. My mother had eyes that were haunted, 
eloquent with the language of despair. Whatever happened, big or small, she 
would always be at a complete loss, as if helpless to make amends, or even 
to cope. “I’m terrible sorry,” she would repeat, her choking voice carrying
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the clear message that she was utterly defeated, that she badly needed 
looking after, and that it was she who was in need of balm for her own 
ancient and unnamed wounds. This unnerved most people, and they usually 
gave up and withdrew.
I fell for it too. I never realized that her ability to be helpless was a survival 
skill that indiscriminately manipulated everyone in her orbit. Where Rex 
roared like a virile lion, mother’s bullying strategy was to whimper 
helplessly. But where Rex was clearly bluffing, my mother was deadly 
serious. The woman with the broken eggs went home quietly without 
expecting reparation. She was a small contest, for my mother had practiced 
on much more experienced enemies. These were the men who regularly 
called round to collect the money she owed.
She was in debt for everything: for such clothes as we had, for such 
appliances as we had, for the rent, for the electric, for her cigarettes, and 
most particularly, for the food on the table. She lived in debt. When debts 
were due the front door was shut fast, and we were all forced to play 
indoors while she hid in the kitchen, trembling as the knocks became more 
insistent. When she was caught and had to face them, as she sometimes was 
when a child left the front door open, always she would turn up her white 
face with the haunted, despairing eyes to the debtors, and they would 
retreat, as from some dreadful witch in a sick cave.
I too, trembled at knocks on the door, and still can. Everything that 
unnerved her unnerved me. Her eyes had their effect on me, too. These and 
her endless screaming at the children compelled me to try to take control of 
a world in which everyone was my helpless mother’s persecutor. There was 
no growing up - I slipped straight into it. I just tried to help, that was all, 
and there didn’t seem to be much I could do. After school I would clear the 
table, wash the dishes mid tidy up after the kids. One of my jobs was to pick 
up their coats from the kitchen sofa and hang them up in the hall. Often I 
asked the children to hang up their coats themselves, but they just laughed, 
shouted “no,” and ran away, as if life were a game. All that I could do was 
little enough, but I could also hold my breath to do any dirty job that her 
weak stomach recoiled from. I was proud of her confidence in me to clean 
out the vile-smelling entrails of a chicken, and get it ready for the oven. 
When she didn’t know what to put in a letter, I would tell her what to write. 
Weekends, if she asked me to clean the bedrooms, I would be glad of the 
chance to avoid doing homework, and if  the weather was fine enough I 
would wash the doorstep, too. I hated homework, anyway, with domestic 
chaos going on all around me and the television blaring so loudly. With my 
hands deep in hot water, and Rex standing guard over me, I much preferred 
the house cleaning to the homework, and the teachers never seemed to 
notice that I didn’t turn homework in.
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My mother overslept a lot, and so did I. They were the days when she didn’t 
send us to school at all. That wasn’t much of a hardship for me, because I 
only liked biology, English and art. Eventually I cut out of my timetable the 
lessons that I hated most — French, math, hockey, history, geography, and I 
would stay home from school for chunks of most days. My mother knew 
how to write little notes to the school to tell them I had been very ill in the 
night, and the teachers never questioned me about it. But I never missed an 
exam. I was always grateful that I could answer some of the questions and 
that I did not fail.
I remember once when she couldn’t think how to make the money stretch, 
she held both hands to her head and just let out a long and terrible wail. 
That single, primitive cry told me that she had no idea what to do or how to 
go about it. At school the women with the cut-glass voices had been 
teaching me how to budget for meals and how to cook and lay tables 
properly. So I made a list and went shopping for raw ingredients. Then I 
came home, cooked dinner for everyone and served it. That was little 
enough too, but I was proud - not bad for eleven years old.
The two hands to the head were the signal that she couldn’t bear any more.
I wanted to obey it. What always outweighed her helplessness in my mind, 
was the knowledge she confided to me one day when she was in a bitter 
mood -  that my father spent four fifths of his wages on drink. Mostly I 
never listened to anything she said about him because she hated him so 
much, but mostly I couldn’t help hearing.
* * *
One winter’s day when I got home from school Rex wasn’t there to meet 
me. I was about thirteen or so and liked my distant school no better than I 
ever had. I plodded alone up the street, and took no notice of his absence.
It wasn’t so unusual. He was a dog who obeyed his own rhythms in life. 
Sometimes he’d go away, perhaps to the park to meet some other dogs and 
he would just stay away until he felt like coming back. Often in winter, if it 
was too dark or cold outside, he might not bother coming away from the 
kitchen fire to meet me. On this particular night it was already dark as I 
stepped off the bus, and I didn’t expect him to come out onto chill 
cobblestones just to push his muzzle into my hand and let me feel the heat 
of his breath.
It was the white face and haunted eyes my mother turned towards me as I 
came in the door that told me something was badly wrong. She was staring 
wide-eyed in the way that I hated. “The dog has been run over,” she said 
right away, all of a sudden. I was taken by surprise. I was too tired to hear 
about it. I felt too worn out from school, from winter, from hunger. I was 
sorry she wasn’t letting me get out of my uniform before telling me this 
news. I wanted her at least to let me put my school bag down, so that I
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could be ready to hear the message properly. I was not ready. But there was 
to be no gaining control. The dog had been tun over. That was all there was 
to it. Just that bare statement. Hit by a car, a dog out on the road by itself 
with no leash. He was hurt, then. But why those terrible eyes that could not 
cope with her own news? She wasn’t saying where he was, but that was 
what I really needed to know. Where was he?
I could cope; I knew about injuries and things. Biology was my favorite 
subject. I knew how everything made of flesh and blood was constructed. I 
could do any sort of first aid on any person or animal. If he needed cleaning 
up, I could do that, too. I’d washed cuts and watched injections being given. 
I was not afraid of the sight of blood. I had scooped out the bloody 
carcasses of chickens and I had examined everything that was inside them. I 
would cope. I would take the dog to the vet at the People’s Dispensary for 
Sick Animals, where I would not have to pay. My little sister would come 
with me. We’d walk there. I knew where it was. I was nearly fourteen. I 
would not have any problem in dealing with this. Where was he? My 
mother’s face remained blank. She didn’t know where the dog was. He was 
dead, that was all she knew. Rex had been killed.
No. For me it was not as simple as that. I needed the right details and still 
she was not giving them to me. It was not good enough to tell me that the 
dog was dead. I needed to be told where he was. I waited for more, and she 
knew I was unsatisfied. I would be gentle, but I would not be like the grown 
men who let her get away without giving them what they wanted. Gently I 
stared my mother down, and with polite, silent determination defeated her.
Rex was gone, she confessed finally. “Gone,” she repeated helplessly, her 
eyes casting their dreadful grief upon me. Rex was gone, vanished, taken 
away in a van more than three hours ago. She didn’t know which van or 
where to. If it was the dog-pound van, he could be at any depot or dog’s 
home in the whole city. I looked to her and saw a great void of blankness. 
Once again my mother had been helpless, had done nothing, and I had 
been unable to mend it. Life had spun out of control again, and this time it 
really, really mattered. She was the one who could not cope, not I. I needed 
to assess the damage. I needed to see him, even if  it was only to see his 
body. I needed to touch him and see if it was really true that he had been 
killed.
Perhaps he was not really dead. I would know. Maybe he was only badly 
injured. I would know as soon as I saw him. I needed to take control of 
this; get things organized. But I looked to her and saw that it was finished. 
She had subsided into bread-buttering mode. Wherever Rex was, he would 
be there, not as a beloved pet dog, but as the stiff, dead body of a dog, 
while my mother was standing demurely buttering bread.
Rex had disappeared from my life, as so many other things had, and would 
again; things I’d foolishly thought were mine. Rex had gone just as surely as
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my doll’s house had gone, the doll’s house I’d had since I was two years old, 
which my father had given away to some kid he’d seen playing in the street 
one day when he was coming home drunk from the pub. I hadn’t cried then 
— I’d just gone on with life. Rex was gone just as surely as my big bike was 
gone, sold by my father for drink money one afternoon when I was out at 
school. I hadn’t cried then, either - it was done. I was used to not being 
consulted about all the things that had disappeared from my life; things I’d 
thought belonged to me.
Rex didn’t belong to anyone; he belonged to himself, I knew that. I knew he 
wasn’t really my dog. But I also thought then that if I had been the mother,
I would have summoned up the courage and the strength to pick up the 
dog from the road, and bring him home to the kids, so that they would 
know and understand. But I was not the mother; I was the child.
I never saw him again, never stroked him one last time, never said goodbye.
I didn’t cry. As much as I had adored him, I didn’t cry. Instead I changed 
out of my school uniform and went on with my life just as though Rex had 
never existed.
Not very long after that I pointedly asked my mother to train all the 
children to hang up their own coats. Train the children? But they would 
never do it, she replied, head bent. “They will if  you make them do it,” I 
commanded. She shook her head. That was an idea that wouldn’t work at 
all, she was sure, because they were all far too unruly. So then I asked her to 
give me authority over the children so that I myself could tell them to hang 
up their coats in the hall, and expect to be obeyed. I dearly wanted her to 
take the first option; I wanted her to do it for herself. I was standing right 
there in front of her, silently offenng to help her in a completely new way. 
She looked at me even more blankly. Give me authority? That couldn’t 
work, either, she replied remotely, her vague, averted eyes pretending to 
promise nothing.
Those few words were said so easily, but what she didn’t know that day, 
and I did, was that we were having a turning-point conversation. These 
were not really trick questions, but I now believe that I already had made up 
my mind. I don’t understand how I knew it, but I suddenly knew with 
tremendous clarity that right at that moment she could change if she wanted 
to, and I also knew that she was going to choose not to. It was also the 
moment that for the first time I was willing to leave people behind me. It 
was quickly over. I did not ask again, but instead from then on I went on 
with my own life, just as though I had never spent all that time hanging up 
the children’s coats and clearing the table after their meals; just as though 
I’d never tried to help my mother. I soon put thousands of miles of ocean 
between us, just as though I’d never even had a family, and I never cleaned 
out a stinking chicken carcass ever again.
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Much of what my mother inadvertently taught me has been beneficial -  I 
know a great deal about survival tactics, for example, and I try never to 
underestimate the powerful intuitive understanding of all children. It has 
been my job in life — as it is for everyone else in their lives - to sort out the 
good legacies from the bad. And like everyone else, I have learned to 
survive, no matter what the conditions are or have been. As for deep, loving 
attachments, I was lucky that I had the tapping claws of Rex in the night 
watches. It was not his death that changed me; it was his life. But all he did 
for me was just something that any dog can do for any kid - he showed me 
how to be loved. That’s what pets are for.
- 2 0 -

FIREWORK
Somehow a firefly had 
slipped inside my room, 
the burning of his thorax 
disturbing my sleep 
with a siren's persistence.
He was bewildered, flying mad, 
looking for an accompanying 
flash in the darkness.
I waited patiently 
for him to die, 
shutting my eyes to that 
little lighthouse, 
knowing he would find no 
open window, no female.
Desperately he tried to mate 
with a little patch of 
reflected moonlight, 
a very old record 
on repeat in his head:
Embrace once, tightly before 
you sleep, burn, burn out. 
a little point of light 
a little drop of what 
he can't hide, 
trembling out of him 
love, love, love.
Nick Scorza
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JACKSON POLLOCK
Jackson Pollock thrashes 
paint across the canvas 
like stubble spread across 
his face
his cigarette ash drops in 
with the paint 
and he grinds it in 
flashing anger, love 
angry love, directionless 
his alcoholism drops in 
with the paint 
staining and warping the 
canvas
it's what happens when 
you paint what you 
don't see
and the critics are scattered 
from his brush, hating 
and then loving like 
some weird inverse girlfriend 
and he circles the painting 
jealously
Jackson Pollock thrashes abuse 
across the canvas
his porsche goes over the guardrail
and falls in with the paint
he grinds it in
his life spread across
one last mural.
Nick Scorza
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Amanda Innes
D e n v e r  M a c h i n e r y
Denver International Airport opened on February 28, 1995 ju s t  23 miles northeast o f  
Denver, Colorado.
My father had a disease in his privates. At least, that was how they told me 
about cancer of the prostate. So when his whole body began to shrivel up 
and disintegrate into sheets of wrinkled, flaky skin, I assumed that "his 
privates" referred to his whole body. The disease got all of him.
I made it through that experience all right. It was when my Aunt Martha 
started turning into an overripe banana that I decided that everyone's 
"privates" were no business of mine. I should merely get one day's glance at 
them and move on.
That's why I live here at the Denver International Airport where anonymity 
is a blessing. There are just a few people that I glance at more than once 
everyday. And everyone around here looks at each other like machines, 
perusing how the pieces in this one or that one work. Things are better this 
way. I catch folk in the primes of their lives. They may not be in the best 
shape or even at the best age. But they're on their way to visit some place or 
some one and they have to appear that way.
People always try to look their best for air travel. Perhaps they try to look 
nice in case the plane crashes. At least, that is what Stuart says. "Death 
becomes some people," he says. Whenever he says it, he laughs real big and 
winks with his right eye. I believe his right eye is bigger than his left. But I 
wouldn't have noticed if  I only saw him once and moved on. He works here 
though, so I see him a lot. And I see his imperfections a lot too.
But that is not why I live here. I live here because Denver is an in-between 
place. They stop here on their way in or on their way out. Only the skiers 
head for Denver itself. For all others, it's where they unwillingly spend a few 
hours before they can make it to somewhere better. Here, I get to watch 
anticipation. And after I see it, it moves on.
The total area o f  Denver International Airport is 53 square miles, twice the size o f  
Manhattan Island, New York, and larger than the city boundary o f  Boston, Miami, or 
San Francisco.
Time for the logistics. I have lived here at D.I.A. for a bit under 5 years. 
Everyone acknowledges me as one of the old-timers, been here almost since 
day one. Around opening time, I was living frill time as a traveler, joining 
hiking groups throughout the mountains. I lived outside for a long time,
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lived out the rest of my dad’s life-to-death money. I got quite a bit of it 
when I turned 18, and I thought it was time for me to take a breath of fresh 
air. Whenever I stopped in at diners in between trips though, I read about 
the airport’s grand opening.
By late spring, I took a step inside the airport itself. And I decided that it 
was time to stay inside for a while.
A few months passed. I made up a story about doing a study on customers’ 
post-opening reactions to the airport. Though by that point the staff already 
thought me crazy, they didn’t expel me in hopes that I would be able to 
provide the PR office with at least some proof of happy travelers. But I 
didn’t keep up that charade long; I got sick of talking to people and their 
cheesy, way too quotable answers. Security eventually got used to me, and 
so did the other employees. Now everyone is sure that I am crazy.
I did try to leave on my own once. It happened after about seven months 
here. People were just starting to be familiar enough that venturing off 
seemed appealing. But when I took one step outside, my body threw itself 
into a fit. I breathed heavier than ever before and felt my heart working way 
too hard. My sweat gathered at my temples and in the center of my chest. I 
got as far as the sidewalk curb before I started vomiting. For the next few 
minutes, I sat crying in the sliding door path. Stuart came over to give me a 
hand—since then, we’ve been pals. I spent some hours in the airport 
infirmary. Nurse’s orders were to stay inside for a while.
Living here isn’t so terrible. I split up my time in between Terminals A, B, 
and C, traveling on the underground train from one to another. I offer help 
here and there to pick up a few bucks and stay on everyone’s good side.
The airport site required the moving o f  110 million cubic yards o f  earth. I f  dumped into a 
single pile, this amount o f  earth would cover 32 city blocks to a depth o f  one-quarter mile.
And then I became obsessed with Tina. Who knows why though? I guess 
because she was the one tacky and raw figure among many quickly passing 
by. The woman’s lips smacked, interspersing words with smacks and words 
with spit bubbles. She had a lisp. But she wasn’t ashamed; she spoke for 
minutes at a time. No spaces for vocal interruptions. My words really 
weren’t too important. And I liked that because it gave my thoughts time to 
wander without her noticing. Her speeches gave my brain space. She 
blabbed about her parents and her dogs and her close family and her 
extended family and, then, about her parents again and her dogs again and 
so on and so forth. My brain space allowed me to think of her beyond her 
words. Because she repeated things, she never detected my wandering mind.
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And it did wander: along her cheeks, behind her ears, down past her throat, 
back and forth between her breasts. That was as far as I got sometimes. I 
spent hours on her breasts, imagining her nipples. Would they melt to 
chipped, rusted pennies someday when her body went bad as well?
Though I never spotted them, her pennies, presumably now fresh and 
smooth, were easier to imagine when she wore the mint suit. It was what 
she wore at her cousin’s wedding—she said it several times. Repetition 
ingrained. In the Denver I.A., people are transient; visitors are everywhere.
It makes those that stick around, like Tina, a bit more resonant.
Tina was my reward. She was one of my few examples of personhood. She 
had ups and downs and she was definitely rough around the edges. Though 
the travelers who flew by impressed me, they stayed around too short a time 
to truly exist as individuals. Tina was my payment for persistence. I took my 
space in Terminal A or in Terminal C and she made it worthwhile.
Tina reminded me of bicycle wheels, turning rapidly while occasional spoke 
revolutions entered the limelight. Like the once-in-a-while spoke glistens, 
her elbow sometimes glistened. Her feet sometimes glistened. Her cheeks 
sometimes glistened. She was a pretty remarkable gal—it just took close 
observations to realize it.
And she was lame, from her out-of-style fashions to her out-of-style name. 
Without any departure, her boyfriend was lame too. He was in the transport 
business as well, drove the shuttle bus from Terminal East Ticketing & 
Baggage to Hertz Rental and Dollar Rental and to adjoining parking lots 
(short term and long term) and back to the front door. That kind of lame.
I remember the day she announced her engagement at work, enthralled with 
the cheap gold and almost-is-a-diamond splitting her left hand into two. She 
ran into me, practically tumbling over, and shoved it in my face.
“See! I knew it would be sometime soon!”
And I smiled, gently, with eyebrows raised. And she knew I was consoling 
her. The tears dropped heavy and she disappeared sobbing, spoiling the 
special occasion jumpsuit.
After that, her left hand, too, frantically glistened.
My occasional trysts with Don usually took place after midnight.
Immediately off-shift, he would faithfully pace into her service area and 
start asking questions, the kinds of questions with stressful answers. No, she 
wouldn’t be home ‘til later. No, she hadn’t remembered to pre-make 
spaghetti and tomato sauce. And could he please not do this in front of the 
customers. His questions transformed into her requests, then pleading.
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She’d sprint outside, through a No Exit door. Don on her tail. And then in 
the tiny alley there, he’d hit her. Or slap her. Or spit on her. And when she 
returned, eyes swollen and soft for-the-customers smiles, her ratty blonde 
hair seemed to have chipped away, revealing patches of brown underneath. 
Her suits were always disheveled. He messed her up, put her in disorder, 
and her hard-to-notice glow vanished. Like I said, Don, too, was lame.
DIA's 327-foot FAA control tower is the tallest in North America. The tower is 
engineered to sway only one-half inch in an 86 mile-per-hour wind.
In the airport business, there weren’t very many surprises. Denver I.A. 
functioned at high capacity, full satisfaction guarantee, all the time. Unruly 
customers practically became a bore. D.I.A’s routine for its no-crash policy 
was followed step-by-step. And then they didn’t go down, those planes. 
They really hardly fell. But in the people business, people stayed 
unsettled. And still transient by choice, like me. Moving and shaking, sturdy 
understandings of people sometimes shattered. And with each entrance and 
exit, symmetry of rooms was all fouled up
I was in my peace, in a room, an area really, with many supremely 
unnoticeable entrances and exits. These families wore $1.05 sunglasses and 
those couples packed heavy hats. The world crammed into my airport; far 
off sites shrunk into each and every gate.
So, it was and wasn’t a surprise when my world dwindled into a tiny box, 
the rest bound off by dreamlike fuzziness. When Don stormed in that one 
time, with each of his demanding strides, I caught my area of vision 
constricting.
By the time his pointed finger raised, my world was practically reinvented.
Everything in sight became blurry. Cartoon characters appeared: bunnies 
whirled around, and deer were feeding. Animated visions gathered 
peacefully at the fringe of the hostile scene between Tina and Don. But 
when they showed up, the frickmg Disney characters, and a plump six-foot 
Mickey Mouse with a sewed-on smile pointed at Tina’s distressed face, I 
emerged.
And ran toward them. A id  slammed my body into his. My momentum 
provided me with enough of a lead to leap on to his body, awkwardly 
knocked to the ground. However, a few seconds later my practically aimless 
fists granted me no more of an advantage and Don was soon straddling me, 
stretching my wrists into inaction. And then it came: my hip raised off the 
ground, my thigh spasmed, my knee jerked, and he spiraled away in pain, 
clutching genitals. I swore I heard the sound of helium whizzing out of a 
balloon.
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While I lay on the ground, they showed up again, Mickey and Minnie, 
Donald Duck and Daisy, Goofy and Pluto—their bent-over heads made a 
circle above me, just before a final hard fist came straight into my face. Don 
had recovered just enough. That was the only moment I heard Tina’s 
screams; it was the only point in which she mattered at all.
And my face bled. My left eye especially.
DLA has a fib er optic communications spine with 5,300 miles o f  cable, enough cable to 
run from  New York City to Buenos Aires, Argentina.
When I returned from a brief hospital stay, the people started to look a bit 
closer at me. One eye so severely damaged that it was sewn shut, I was 
barraged with pity and kindness, but then also stares from bewildered 
children. And when I think back, I had reached an all-time high in inaction. 
Little spurred me. Except Tina, beautiful, lame Tina, who soon quit without 
saying goodbye.
This reminds me of my father’s illness. His body shrunk and withered: he 
always looked all wrapped up into himself like a paper clip. His eyes bulged, 
one definitely more than the other, and his skin peeled off day by day. But, 
you see, my dad was abused by our pity. When people came by to cry, he 
cried too, and when people came by to laugh, he just cried. The sight of 
people made him crazy, crazy sad. We killed him. We caught him at his 
worst, we provoked his embarrassment and pain in aging, and we killed my 
dad. We pushed him over the brink of dying, the essence of malfunction. 
We beat him in his privates and we murdered him.
“You’re one crazy lady, Jackie,” Stu said one time, his tall teeth blinding me.
And I guess I am. But I’d put it a bit differently: I’m a clockworked woman, 
arsenal of good and bad intentions. And it’s not a very good story. And it 
is.
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Let's postulate love (that we don't eat anymore)
vaguely voguing
copulating cosmopolitan
convulsing miracle of high production holidays.
I wish things could 
(aunt bea) 
as they are
invincible vaporous principles
on lip glossy pages
of tinsel perfect glamour magazines.
Justin Cupples
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Untitled
Joe Cashiola
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Sandra MacLiammoir
P a n d o r a
Here we are in the attic with the light coming up the stairs behind me I 
must have been awake all night I’ve just got to do something before I go 
mad before I shut the door I must find the lightswitch swollen and dry in 
the middle of the night I am thirsty there is no water up here silly girl why 
didn’t you make a cup of tea first there is still a big moon out there the flab 
flagging down on me something awful optimistic I am coming up here into 
the darkroom to put the light on like this and I want to find the Christmas 
decorations I think I put them up here looking down into the thin gleams to 
see the toenails cracked and yellow how long have they been like that never 
mind it doesnt matter I will put some nail varnish on them in a minute 
when I go down for a drink of tea thats one thing solved starting at the 
beginning starting with the feet up so far so good that was easy enough the 
pretty little toes with pink varnish on them are coming soon I havent been 
up here for years lets look in the old closet where I put all my old things I 
wonder will I find my shawl the black one with the soft fringes on it I need 
it now that the evenings are getting cool Christmas will be coming soon I 
want the decorations I think I put them in here with only the rocking horse 
for company ah look at this heres a blood-red garment right in front of me 
folded all neat red like Santa claus they say the very first colour your eyes see 
is red it is eye-catching a colour to get noticed in god help me it is a dress 
did I wear that oh I needed this one I’m sure I must wilfully have ironed 
that flat look at the creases in it I dont need that now it is put away folded 
and neat saved ready for some distant future event a wedding if only I could 
get married I would get married in red packed into flatness just like that 
dust free shut up ready forever it is always ready when did I put that one up 
here Ive forgotten unmoving out-of-style mothproofed it will endure that is 
how you keep things they say mothproof them a piece of rare wisdom if 
you please but why is old pandora up here again opening up her old boxes 
oh anyway get out the garments and lets have a look come on there is one 
here I used to love oh I loved it the pleasure I had in that I will call it 
pleasure oh god help us it looks like it of all things at least I won’t say 
happiness or love just pleasure sweet innocent pleasure well not so innocent 
really lets have a look at it well its blue of all colours midnight fucking blue 
and it has stars all over it would you believe stars I could cry I must have 
had stars in my eyes to wear that did you ever see yellow stars before I 
didn't liar I wore that lying on the bed smouldering my soft smoulder the 
colour of love he said to me the yellow the yellow stars van gogh used to 
paint yellow all over the place all the time he said to me because yellow 
means love he said that himself stamped all over them no doubt sir Vincent 
stamped love on the world he wasn’t the first of course but he served his 
purpose oh I must have been very optimistic to wear that I don’t think I 
could wear it these days even if it would fit me but who made this thing god
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knows its velvet crushed velvet oh god the feel of it velvet there is nothing 
like it is it flattering though could people flatter you if you put that on could 
men like it for example men like anything but particularly red Ive found it 
does something to them it seems to inflame them I was never held so 
tightly or so impatiently as when I was wearing something red even if it was 
only a necklace but men like anything my friend says as long as there is a 
cunt under it well Im sure I wouldn’t like to think that’s true at all no I like 
to think I was pleasured for myself but it is god help us all to think what 
men can make the most of I know that much to be true but we are the same 
we are exactly the very same ah but where is the pretty white thing I wore 
then I always think of that one the muslin with the sprigs of rosemary and 
little violets it smelled all sweet like lavender in the old trunk and creamy 
little breasts like only the buds of water lilies then and nothing old or 
borrowed for somebody's wedding whoever it was it was new milk and 
honey and ah god but they were the best years of all really even then I 
wanted to be hunted down in that little dress all those years ago I loved it 
they were the days when I loved it what was I like of course dick came near 
with his aftershave and his green eyed stare he held me down in the straw 
and ebbed silently into the flagstones sealed me with his sweat where is he 
now I wonder that frock became teatowels many silly moons ago we 
strained curds in the faded muslin I remember that my mother was making 
cream cheese that is what happened to the dress when the cheesecloths 
began to stink we threw them away yellow and hard the whey juice was all 
gone hard cheese twisted and smelly browning at the edges our 
grandmothers told us they had to menstruate into their old frocks at least 
we didn’t have to do that sprigs of rosemary all over them sprigs of 
rosemary all over the muslin it was I was scarlett O’hara looking for jesus 
christ no less god help me I don’t mean that blasphemously not at all far 
from it I wanted perfection in a man but I asked for love mid I got fucked 
oh yes didn’t we all I wonder how many women want to be buggered under 
their white muslin and their sprigs of rosemary lavender and shit that is 
what it turns out to be those herbs are not balm what is the difference 
between what you are wearing and what you think you’re in? it was beauty 
kept me warm then the beauty of the warmth of his body that was how it 
was at the start at the very beginning the wonder of it I thought I was great 
in my dreams of course your mother can hardly tell you its going to be 
lavender and shit can she and being wined and buggered they leave that bit 
out they say oh it isnt going to be a bed of roses you know my girl that’s as 
far as they go they don’t tell you very much about it unfortunately otherwise 
things might have been different but probably not no I remember that we 
had roses on our frocks lying in the hay with the sweet lads that offered 
themselves to us all that time ago I wish I had one of them now but here it 
is the shawl the old black shawl still so thick and warm just like I remember 
it I am glad I don’t come up here more often I don’t want those foolish old 
memories disturbing me too much besides I’m dying for a cup of tea right 
now in the middle of the night that is what it has come down to a cup of tea 
in the middle of the night god help me and the Christmas decorations not
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found yet but why would I be putting them up now surely I don't need 
them any more you can get by without all that fuss I don’t need to go in for 
that nonsense any more than I need these old frocks but I won’t throw any 
of them away just yet besides I may decide to get the decorations down a bit 
later on there’s plenty of time yet plenty of time and I’m glad I had a look at 
the old rocking horse I wouldn’t like any woodworm or anything to get into 
it after all these years
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SLEPING IN THE CATACOMBS (A MOMENT'S REFLECTION)
A thousand moments
Pass us by each day
If we ever really know it.
I recall the moment I saw you
And in that moment the world walked beside you 
And in that moment it was this world we shared
I imagined the moment I'd give you this world, 
though it was not mine to take.
I recall the moment I found you
But in that moment I never gave you flowers 
Never told you the words of my soul, 
nor the song of my heart 
It was that moment I froze;
the moment I now dare myself to remember
I recall the moment I knew you
And in that moment you told me that
the weight of the world stood on your shoulders;
a burden you could no longer carry alone
And in that moment we escaped to the 
depths of the catacombs.
Forgetting to remember what you had left behind; 
Refusing to regret-
You drifted off to sleep.
And in that moment 
I laid in silence as you slept;
And in that moment 
I laid in silence beside your dreams.
Maybe you danced across the latitudes of consciousness
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Maybe you had the most beautiful dream of all 
If I'd ever know
It was that moment when I closed my eyes 
And we drifted
Jim  Lewis
- 35 -
Dee
Amanda Innes
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Joe Cashiola
J O E Y  B O O G E R
As long as I can recall, I have always picked my nose. I can’t remember 
when I first started picking my nose; I just know that I always have. It used 
to be an obsession; now I view it more as a form of maintenance. After all, 
the nose is a filter, and every filter must be cleaned.
The point is this: I used to be a nose miner. I used to go all out when it 
came to picking my nose. I would pick everywhere, and all the time. I 
would eat my boogers both day and night - each meal as scrumptious as the 
last. I even kept a strange shrine of boogers glued to the side of my 
bedpost. I was addicted, and the only other person who knew about my 
addiction was my older brother, Ross. Ross always threatened to rat me out 
to all the other kids, but I knew that he could never muster up the strength - 
he ate his boogers too.
In 1989 our family was living on a small Army base in Goeppingen, 
Germany. My father was a Major in the JAG Corps, and the family 
followed him around from place to place with each new assignment.
It was hard trying to find a new set of friends each time we moved. New 
kids moved in and out at random, following the heels of their parents. 
Somehow I always managed to find a healthy number of friends. This was 
possible only because of my incredible ability to hide my habits. No one 
had the slightest idea of the horrible nose-picking pleasures I enjoyed in 
secrecy.
Everything was peaches and cream until one summer day in 1989. School 
was out; and I had just finished 2nd grade. I was looking forward to 
spending a lazy summer and the pool and the playground with my friends. 
One day at the basketball courts a new kid waltzed up and asked to play 
kickball with us. He was short and stocky, with fiery red hair and a strange 
nasal accent. His name was Joey Snyder, and his family had just arrived 
from England. Nobody saw anything wrong with him, and so he was 
graciously invited to play with everyone. Within a few weeks Joey Snyder 
was part of the loose circle of sugar-freaks that I called my friends. The rest 
of that summer went relatively well, with little to impede us in our activities.
With the blink of an eye, school had started once again. I was now a third 
grader.
I was at a pivotal point in my elementary school career. I had a public 
image to uphold. No longer would I be able to associate myself with the K-
2 kids, because they were too little now.
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The first day was almost predictable, everything went according to plan up 
until recess. It was at this time that Bobby Bender, my Ritalin-bound 
friend, pulled me over to a small huddle of kids encircling Joey Snyder. 
Finger were pointed at him, and I heard voices chanting “JOEY 
BOOGER” in unison.
As I pushed closer towards the center, I finally caught a glimpse of him. 
Sitting there, with a stringy ball of green snot extending from his index 
finger to his nose, immersed in his own lewd pleasure, I realized why 
everyone was laughing. “Why are you laughing at me?” he cried out in 
bewilderment. I think I even started laughing too.
From that point on the boy formerly known as Joey Snyder became, as he 
was so cruelly labeled, Joey Booger. He no longer played with us at the 
playground. He was blacklisted from our excessively hyper group of 
friends. Instead, he would find a seat somewhere in seclusion and feast.
On the rare occasion that he did play kickball, or football, or some game 
like that, he was always picked last.
The kids who used to play with him began to pick on him regularly, with 
the type of sadistic perversion that only little kids know. They made him 
believe that we all were members of some mythical club, and that in order 
for him to join he had to go through some extensive initiation tests. Sadly 
enough, after completing every humiliating act of initiation, he was never 
allowed in the club; there was always something else he had to do.
One time, Joey Booger was made to pull his pants down and let all the club 
members hurl clods of dirt at his bare ass. This he did without a second’s 
doubt. Soon after that, he was made to climb a tree and hang upside down 
while everyone choked up wads of spit and pelted him. Another time, Joey 
Booger was thrown into a 3-foot mud hole, in which he was forced to 
remain for ten minutes.
In the midst of all this, I was living with a terrible secret. I picked my 
boogers, I ate my boogers, and my name was Joey too. This is why I never 
threw dirt clods at his ass, or spit on him while he was hanging upside 
down, or made him take mud baths. I never made fun of him because I 
was him; I  was Joey Booger. The only difference between he and I was that 
I had enough sense to keep my nose-picking fixation to myself. I knew that 
nobody wanted to witness my disgusting habits. I saw the horrible insults 
that erupted from the mouths of my so-called friends, and was petrified all 
the more.
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IN GLASS HOUSES
People that live in glass houses 
Should not throws stones,
Or wear concrete shoes,
Or worship pagan deities.
They should definitely not 
replace the glass with mirror.
They are not that special.
Joe Cashiola
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FROG PRINCESS
That woman has a frog in her throat.
When she walks round the mall it jumps up her soft walls 
frantic to get out of her.
It keeps falling, plop! down again.
This bothers her when she gossips, 
but she tries not to notice.
It could be a toad she's got down there, 
or anything. She can't afford to let it out, 
in case it clambers slowly 
up over her tongue and chokes her.
So she swallows it down. Distress?
Oh yes, but it's her secret.
She keeps a pair of scissors there too, 
clipping open and shut in the dark day and night.
They don't catch the toad -  it jumps.
So they cut her instead, snip! snip! 
into ribbons. Of course she bleeds 
pretty red, but no-one sees.
Sandra MacLiammoir
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Jennie Maslow
L e t t i n g  D o w n
Anna sat, watching the creases in a sky pinched with dark clouds and 
lightning, waiting for her husband. She heard him come through their front 
door, shut it, and put his briefcase in the foyer. She heard his shoes 
shuffling swiftly through the kitchen as he looked for her. She was sitting, 
legs straight out above the covers, her spine resting upon a mound of 
pillows propped up on the headboard. Outside, lightning struck the earth 
miles from their neighborhood. She looked out their window at the wind 
pushing the limbs of the young maple they’d planted in their yard the 
month Kelly was bom. Her hair was golden, pulled back into a hurried 
ponytail. She was 43 years old.
She heard the ends of his coat brush the doorway as he walked in. His 
shoulders were flecked with raindrops. She tried to speak.
“We have to go,” she said. Her voice was hoarse, high-pitched and failing 
her.
She watched her husband’s eyes release their focus. She knew that look; a 
glassy, faraway gaze that signaled a sudden backflip into his mind where she 
knew he was beginning to rationalize his thoughts before he panicked. It 
looked like he was merely staring at her, waiting. But she knew he was 
searching for the best thing to say. She took the pressure from him.
“Kelly was raped,” she said. “We have to go.”
Anna was in labor with Kelly for 16 hours. Kelly was their only one that 
had ever made it that far; after their first three attempts, Anna and her 
husband, Nathan, had decided to stop trying. Kelly had been an accident, 
as some couples would call it. But Anna refused the medication to ease her 
morning sickness. She took 600 mg of folic acid every day. She drank 
orange juice and milk and subscribed to Parenting magazine. She promised 
herself she would refuse the epidural but after what the doctors were hailing 
as a “miracle” pregnancy, she gave in and told herself the needle placed in 
her back was her reward. Anna thought about this as she and Nathan 
boarded the plane to Miami.
Nathan held her fingers in his hand and they both looked out their tiny 
window. She pushed back into the headrest as they took off, feeling the 
velocity in her head. Her ears popped. Nathan handed her a stick of 
Wrigley’s, but she didn’t take it. She thought about Kelly and how she had
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cried and cried when she had gone to get her ears pierced. She’d been 8 
then, and was just starting to let go of her mother’s hand in public. Sitting 
in the chair with the little gun pushed up around her earlobe, her eyes had 
suddenly flickered up to Anna’s and her clammy, tiny hand reached out to 
hers. They went to Friendly’s for ice cream afterward, and in the bathroom 
before they sat down Anna put Kelly’s hair into a ponytail so she could 
show off her new gold studs.
That past Christmas Kelly had come home from college with two new 
earrings in her left ear and another in the cartilage of her right ear. At first 
Anna had been afraid her daughter was turning into one of the kids she’d 
known in high school, the ones people always took to be trying too hard at 
something no one else really understood. But Kelly still wore her faded 
blue jeans low on her hips and she still played the piano. She remembered 
how forward her daughter had been about her new accessories; her hair was 
pulled back into a ponytail. Anna had smiled behind her frown. They went 
out to Friendly’s.
They rose above the storm and into a brilliant dome of deep blue light. 
Around the horizon the sky was tinted with orange and the clouds — 
dominant, gray, industrious from below — were now angelic from above. A 
flight attendant swayed down the aisle, recommending a pillow, offering a 
blanket, reminding everyone that a snack would be served shortly. Anna 
held a blanket in her lap. She knew that with every jolt of air beneath the 
plane’s wings Nathan would have normally taken refuge within his 
headphones, but the moment called for silence. She asked for coffee when 
the beverage cart came by and drank it bitter and without cream. It had 
nothing to do with thirst.
They landed painlessly. Miami International Airport’s walking escalators 
were down but people still walked on them. Anna wondered what would 
happen to all the people if  the conveyor belts suddenly sprung to life and 
everyone was tossed forward, faster than their legs could carry them. She 
and Nathan bypassed the hordes of children and students and tourists by 
the luggage carousels and caught the ferrying bus to the taxis. It was not 
raining in Miami.
“There she is,” Anna said, motioning toward a woman in a yellow blouse 
and khaki slacks who was holding up a small white sign that said 
HAMILTON on it.
The woman flashed a brief smile at the couple as they came toward her.
“Hi, Anna and Nathan Hamilton? Georgia Carson from the University 
Health Services Center.”
Anna couldn’t read the tone of her voice, but it didn’t matter. When Anna 
got home from work that day and had listened to her messages, it was
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Georgia Carson's voice she heard on the machine, talking low and fast 
about Anna’s daughter and the previous Saturday night. Ms. Carson was 
there to take them to her. The last time Anna had visited her daughter at 
school it had been for a major lacrosse game. Now Anna and Nathan were 
getting into a navy blue sedan with an unfamiliar woman who had seen 
Anna’s daughter at her most fragile and unprepared. Palm trees lined the 
boulevard on their way. It was 8:50 on a Tuesday night in March, 74 
degrees outside, and Anna was overdressed.
Georgia Carson told the Hamiltons that Kelly’s particular situation would 
require some discussion about what exactly had happened. From what 
Anna had been told, she understood that Kelly had come to Health Services 
in a very rational state on Monday afternoon, had described a series of 
events that, according to Ms. Carson, could not conclusively be described as 
rape but still required the services of the Health Center. She said Kelly 
didn’t feel the need to go to the hospital or press charges and so they simply 
administered a rape kit and were awaiting results of some tests. Kelly had 
asked the staff to contact her parents and stayed in her dorm that night.
Anna didn’t think of her daughter’s rape as a situation. She didn’t believe 
that it was just some complex problem people got themselves into and out 
of with some rational thought and good planning. She thought her 
daughter was in shock. She listened to what details Georgia Carson had to 
offer with a feeling of calm detachment. She knew the truth would come 
out. She’d look her daughter in the eyes and ask her what went wrong, and 
then she’d find a way out of the pain.
* * *
When Anna found out her daughter was having sex she had taken off her 
reading glasses and set them on the table. She was in the midst of an Ernest 
Hemingway tale, a midlife throwback to her college years. She rubbed her 
temples with her fingers, like one does to alleviate head pains. Kelly had 
been 17.
“How can you let him take advantage of you like that?” she had asked her.
Every mother tends to know when her daughter has started, but out of 
some natural instinct toward denial, Anna chose to ignore the evidence until 
the situation had become painfully obvious. She would just nod whenever 
Kelly and her boyfriend, Tucker, smiled at her as they said they’d be “back 
in a little bit, just going to get a movie.” Kelly drove a station wagon. The 
Blockbuster was ten minutes from their home, and so was the park.
Then one day Anna told Kelly she knew. Kelly had just rolled her eyes, 
though, when her mother told her what she had found when she changed 
her linens that day while she was at school. Anna pulled out the empty 
condom wrapper, held it up in the light like a piece of amber, but still Kelly 
had been silent. Anna could not grasp her daughter’s sturdy insolence.
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When Anna told Nathan later that evening as they pulled back the covers 
and got into bed, she watched him fidget with the sheets, his face turning a 
heated red. They lay awake for a while, watching shadows of leaves fly 
along their ceiling. After some time, an hour or so pierced by Anna’s 
frustrated sighing, he rolled over to her, and she saw the lines around his 
eyes glisten, somewhat melancholy, more tired than angry.
“I don’t like it any more than you, Anna. But what are we to do?” he asked. 
It was all he needed to say.
* * *
Once the Hamiltons returned from Miami, Anna began to think of every 
event in Kelly’s life as being placed “before the rape” or “after the rape.” 
Kelly left school after the rape. Kelly came home to Jefferson, Maryland 
and started working at a Target. Kelly took night courses during the 
summer in Frederick. Anna just remembered all the palm trees in Miami, 
and the warmth coming off the streets outside the hospital as they stepped 
from the sedan before the University gates. She remembered how cold her 
daughter’s hands had been and the thin, blue-grey skin beneath her eyes.
Her daughter had an affinity for Poptarts in the morning, strawberry with 
frosting and sprinkles. She took them from the toaster and put them on a 
plate, setting it on the table next to a banana and a glass of orange juice. 
Kelly would come downstairs soon, dressed in black slacks and a white polo 
shirt, carrying her tennis shoes and red Target smock. They’d given her a 
temporary nametag that said “Kellie” on it and had told her they’d make her 
a new one right away. She’d been there since April. It was August.
“Hey, Mom,” she said. “I don’t really want the banana.” She put her 
sneakers on the floor and her smock over the back of her seat.
“You need more than just sugar in your stomach, honey,” Anna said, taking 
the banana from the table and putting it back into the large wooden salad 
bowl on the counter where they kept their fruit.
“I’ll be okay, Mom” Kelly said, mouth full of warm pastry. “I swear.”
Kelly turned from the fridge and looked at her mother. “I’ve got it all 
under control.”
When Kelly was five, she had briefly decided to refuse to brush her teeth at 
night. Anna would tuck her into bed and try to commiserate with Nathan, 
who would turn to her and mb her shoulders, and who told her that for 
three months when he was five he’d refused to eat anything but crackers 
and bananas. Kelly soon developed a voracious sweet tooth which 
eventually Anna used as leverage, as she would tell her tiny daughter she 
couldn’t have dessert until she started to brush her teeth again. Kelly had 
cried, enormous tears hanging from her chin as she stood on her little step 
in front of the bathroom sink, a sparkly purple toothbrush in her hand.
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Anna had tried to make it better and started buying bubble gum-flavored 
toothpaste.
When evening arrived that day Anna made spaghetti with meat sauce and 
garlic bread. It was the first time in what felt like months since Nathan had 
come home from work in time to eat with his family. She was tired of 
covering his meal with plastic wrap and putting it in the fridge. She also 
knew that he’d be glad to see his wife and daughter in the same room, doing 
normal things together, after the rape.
Kelly had come home noiselessly after work. She went upstairs to her 
room, which Anna had left alone since she’d gone off to college. Her own 
mother had never let Anna leave home for school; she’d taken classes at a 
community college a few bus stops away but had never finished. She and 
Nathan got married when she would have been in her third year. Kelly 
would have been a junior, too. They ate their meal in partial silence. It was 
something they hadn’t done together for years.
“How was work?” Anna asked.
“Fine,” Kelly said.
“Fine,” Nathan said. Anna looked up from her pasta. She turned pointedly 
to Kelly.
“Did you work out your schedule with your boss yet?” she asked, reaching 
for the plate of garlic bread. “I know you mentioned you wanted to take 
some different classes.”
“I want to go back to school. Mom.”
Someone put their fork down on their plate, a harsh interruption that 
echoed in Anna’s ears. She wasn’t sure if it had been her or Nathan, or 
Kelly. She watched Nathan’s eyes go out of focus. She chewed slowly. She 
swallowed.
“Well, we can look into Maryland if you want to,” she started. “I know the 
Red Line takes you right to College Park.”
“The Red Line is 45 minutes from here,” Kelly said. “I don't want to go to 
Maryland.”
Nathan coughed from across the table. “Sorry,” he said, looking at them 
both and setting his eyes on his plate.
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They left the dinner table unsettled. Kelly usually had a program on 
television that she watched on Wednesdays but she told her mother she was 
going to her friend Laura’s and might spend the night.
“What about work?” Anna asked her.
“Not ‘til 11,” she said, her keys jingling as she went toward the door.
“What about classes?”
Kelly swung around. Her mouth was set in a straight line across her face 
and her ears were pink. She looked tired. Anna remembered that look -  
after soccer practice, after school, at Health Services, at home.
“I just want to know if you’re going to get tired out tonight,” she said. “I 
don’t want you to miss any classes.”
“I've been missing everything since I’ve been here. Mom. Classes, friends, a 
life.”
“Well, I thought you liked your professors...” Anna said. She clutched at 
the armrest, her knuckles turning white.
“Let it go, Mom,” Kelly said, reaching behind her and opening the door.
“I’ll see you tomorrow.”
Anna watched her daughter turn from her and leave.
* * 
Later Anna sat in front of the TV, watching a game show. It was celebrity 
week. Several famous personalities were busy proving their stupidity on 
national television. Her hand wandered from the remote to their cat, who 
rolled over and invited the attention. A Polaroid commercial came on, and 
a group of well-dressed teens ran to and fro across the screen, reveling in 
their youthfulness. Nathan was in the dining room reading papers, tapping 
his foot. Over squeals of abandon coming from the TV she could hear his 
breathing, his frequent sighing, permeating a rearrangement of papers 
strewn across the table.
Watching the spectacle of young, beautiful people, their tan legs and anns 
propelling them to dance, and dive into swimming pools, and hug, and 
laugh, Anna’s mind skipped backward and she found herself remembering a 
shopping trip she’d taken in 1980, a couple months after Kelly was bom. 
She’d gained twenty extra pounds, but it was a small price to pay for what 
she felt was the only chance she would ever have at motherhood. As she 
wandered through a JCPenney women’s department looking for pants to fit 
her larger waist, she heard the calling of a hungry infant somewhere in the 
store and almost instantly she felt a wetness across her front, a warmth
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spreading along her chest. She looked at her breasts and felt the heaviness 
of milk in them as they let down, suddenly and without any warning. She 
felt her cheeks grow red, her forehead flushed, and she dropped her purse 
on the floor by her feet. Her body had disregarded where she was, standing 
amidst row upon row of pants with elastic waistbands in the middle of a 
major department store, and it was the most beautiful thing she had ever 
felt. Though her face betrayed the embarrassment she felt on one level as 
couples and salesclerks and teenaged girls wandered past, their own eyes 
reflecting a sense of amused disgust, her mouth spread across her entire 
face. She had a baby!
Anna found herself in front of the TV again, as if her memory had come 
and gone but not registered in real time. She looked across her living room 
at the red flowered wallpaper and the mahogany furniture, the silver mirror 
Nathan had inherited from his grandmother when he was 18. Guided by an 
instinct she could not even rationalize to herself, she felt herself getting up, 
finding her keys, and getting into her car, Nathan rising from the kitchen 
table and running outside as the headlights came on. As she backed out of 
the driveway she watched him shield his eyes.
She sped along the familiar path. She could do it with her eyes closed on a 
night like the one that surrounded her then, clear and cool and empty.
Anna could not explain to herself why she felt so compelled to follow Kelly. 
She’d known Laura since the two girls had been in romper clothes and 
stayed up all night playing with My Little Ponies. She decelerated as she 
turned the last comer and parked her car across the street from the Basset’s 
two-level colonial home, behind Kelly’s car. The driveway and the street 
closest to Laura’s house were full of Jettas and Corollas and Civics. Anna 
had the sinking feeling that it was not just a simple sleepover at Laura’s 
house between two old friends, with popcorn and sodas and movies.
Anna watched the house, listening for music behind the front door, seeing 
shadows from behind the curtained windows. Her eyes flickered to the 
upstairs set of windows as two figures ran across a room. The shade was 
only partially drawn, but instantly Anna recognized Kelly’s bright blue shirt 
and skinny arms. The shade snapped up and Anna saw Kelly and Laura 
standing before the window, looking upward at the stars and smiling. From 
behind her, a pillow smacked Kelly in the head and she whirled around to 
face a young man Anna had never seen before, who wore only what looked 
like a white undershirt and plaid boxers. Anna released her body from her 
seatbelt and opened her door, her brow pinched together, her breathing 
tight. As she stepped out she looked up the window and met the eyes of 
her daughter. The smile had vanished from her face.
Anna stood there for a moment, longer than she expected she would. She 
met her daughter’s gaze, which had turned somewhat sad, not angry as
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Anna had been waiting for. Kelly shook her head slightly, and Anna saw 
Laura run up to her and pull her arm. A few seconds later the front door 
opened, and a group of kids poured out. Kelly was among them. Anna 
turned quickly, stumbling away, back to the car. Kelly walked up to her as 
she fumbled with the door handle.
“Mom,” Kelly said, her voice an angry whisper, sensitive to the group of 
eight or so kids watching from the front lawn. “What do you want? What 
are you doing here?”
Anna tilted her head to the sky and breathed. She felt cool air inside her 
mouth, moving into her lungs and pulsing behind her heart. She looked 
past Kelly’s shoulders at the kids on the lawn in their pajama pants and tee 
shirts, huddled into each other whispering. She heard them discussing 
whether they were being sent home or not. Though she later felt ridiculous, 
her eyes welled up, a sadness creeping up on her with the stealth of thieves.
She listened to Kelly begin her tirade. “This is ridiculous. Mom. I’m almost 
20 years old for God’s sake.” She paused and shifted her weight, her anger 
showing in the way she rested her hands on her hips. “What the hell do 
you think I do with my time, anyhow? You think I go to the library and 
read? Or do you think I’m standing on street comer buying drugs? Is that 
it?”
Anna heard the kids behind Kelly giggling. Kelly dropped her head and 
shook it slowly, as she had done in the window upstairs.
“These are my friends, Mom. They’re the only ones I have up here since I 
came home.” She looked up at Anna, whose mouth displayed a bittersweet 
likeness upon her face. “I don’t know what you expect me to do.”
Anna took her own time looking down at her feet, shaking her head. She 
hadn’t realized before what she’d been doing, driving to Laura’s house, but 
as Kelly’s voice wore thinner and thinner into the night and the kids in the 
background faded away, she began to laugh, softly and slowly, feeling the 
depth of it within her lungs. Kelly was right. She was ridiculous.
“I just.. .” she began, a parental self-consciousness creeping in, “I just 
thought.. .you should go back to school.”
Kelly’s brow furrowed and she frowned. Anna saw her searching, looking 
into her face for some sign, perhaps of sanity. Kelly looked at the ground, 
shaking her head, somewhat perplexed, somewhat annoyed. The air 
between them was suddenly lighter and Anna could breathe finally from her 
stomach, deep, hearty breaths of release, of calm, of the absence of danger. 
Anna felt at that moment that any embarrassment she had caused her
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daughter would only be made worse if she stayed there, so she refrained 
from hugging Kelly, or even touching her shoulder or hair. She simply 
smiled and got into her car, leaving Kelly to find a way to explain to her 
friends about her “crazy mother” later on.
Anna climbed into bed when she got home, Nathan following shortly after, 
his face still somewhat bewildered. She lay on her back, her eyes adjusting 
to the colors of night reflected on the ceiling. Nathan lay close by her, on 
his side, facing her, his eyes open. This time he wasn’t waiting to speak; his 
eyes focused on her chin, her cheekbones, how blue her skin became in the 
dark.
“I love her, Nathan,” she said to him quietly. “You know?”
Then she turned her head to him, placed a hand on his cheek, and they 
slept.
, I pick from the hat on the right. There is a little green piece of paper 
inside and I pull it out.
There is one word on the paper. It reads curiosity. I immediately ask "Which 
of the questions is answered here?" However, when I looked up from the 
paper, I was in my apartment and the man was gone and the candles, tables, 
cats, and it is exactly 3 PM.
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The smoke rises from his cigarette
and pours slowly out of his nose and mouth like a stream of
liquid, white silk
he handled it well.
his spine is molded to a solid, stoic straightness 
his dress is aloof
he seems comfortable
bet you could sit and stare and stammer
he'd smile
he'd say, "Be a living, breathing pile of yourself."
Or maybe his ass hurt
Eric Behrle
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Untitled #2
Joe Cashiola
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